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7 -^ contention of the two fitmui Houfes t 

Buck. Farewell my Lord. _ ,. ', 

Extt'BnckiKghni 

Tarhe. Whofc within there i 

Enter one. 

One. My Lord . 

Yorke. Sirrah, go will the Earles ofSalsbury and Warwick to 
fup with me to night. ^.xit 2®% 

One , 1 will my Lord. hxit, 

Enter the King And, Qttyene with her Hawke on her f ft t And Di<kt 
Httmfrey and Suffolke, and the Cardinal 1, as if 
they came from Hawking . 

Jgucene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight? 
Buc as I call her offthe windedid rife. 

And twas ren to one, old lone had not gone out* 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes arc oil earth* 

Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodainefoue’d the Partridge downe, 

Sttff. No maruell if it pleafe your Maiefly, 

My Lord Prote&ors hawkes do towre fo well. 

They know their mafter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum. Faith my Lord, it’sbut abafeminde. 

That fores no higner then a bird can fore. 

Card. I thought your Grace would be aboue the clouds. 
Hum. I my Lord Cardinal!, were it not good 
Your grace could fly toheauen. 

Card. Thy heauen is onearth, thy words and thoughts beate 
on a Crowne, proud Prote&or, dangerous Peere,to fmoothe it 
thus with King and Commonwealth. 

Hum. How now my Lord, why this is more then needs,churcl> 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t. 

Stif. Why not.hauing fo good a quarrcll,and fobad a caufe? 
Bum. As how,my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and t’like your Lordly Lordes Prote- 
Sorfhip. 

Hum. Why Suffolke, England knowes thy infolcnce. 

Qtyem 
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Yorke And Laticafter. 

not on thcfe £ uriou$ 

* K So wrath for blefled are the peace-makers on earth, 
l0t Ld. Let me be blefled for the peace 1 make, 

^^aiw^^hofy^nWelTwould itwerc come to that. 

could neuer brook 

am Plantagenet as weU as thou, and fonnctolohn of 

Gaunt. 

tiftm. Inbaftardy. 

Card* I fcorne thy words. • * • 

Hum: Make vppe no famous numbers,but euen inthine ownc 

perfon meete me at the Eaft end ot the groue. 
r Card: Here’s my hand, I will. 

S.'fS cX°Gloftethad not your man caft off fofoone, 
we had had more fport to day. Come with thy Iword and Buck- 
ler. 

Bum: Gods mother Prieft He fhaue your crowne. 

Card: Proteftor, proteft thy felfe well. 

w! TL- rrrr\*%f*c. KinK ffl flO t H V C 




Enter one crying a miracle , a miracle # 

How now? Now firra,what miracle is it ? 

One . And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Albones,and hath rcceiued his fight at the fhrine. 

King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 

Enter the Mator of Saint Albones.ani his Brethren , with Mh- 
fiehf, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chair e 

King: Thou happy man, giue God eternall praife. 

For he it i s that thus hath helped thee: 

Where waft thou borne i 

Poore man* At Barwickf pleafe your Maicfty in the North* 

C % Hum* 



